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4< Henry Alcott was with you tor about a year, was he
not?"
" Rather longer tnan that/' she replied. 4< Let me
see, now. He has been dead just about a year, and he
came here when the cottages in Silver Lane were pulled
down. He must have been with us about fifteen months.
We lound him rather difficult at first, always complain-
ing about something or other. But he got a lot more
tractable betore he died/'
*' I have no doubt that it was owing to your soothing
influence/' said Dr. Priestley, " What did he die
of?"
The matron smiled at the compliment. 4* I tried to
do my best for him, like I do with all our old men.
Poor old Henry died very suddenly. He collapsed in his
chair one afternoon and never recovered consciousness.
The doctor couldn't decide what was the matter, and
there was a port-mortcm. They found some very rare
disease of the heart, and were quite excited about it. One
of the doctors told me afterwards that he had written
to one of the medical papers about it/'
<4 He possessed nothing of value at the time of bis
death, I suppose?" Dr. Priestley asked,
'* Nothing at all, so far as I know* But Mr. Robbins
could tell you more about that than I can. He always
took an interest in him/*
Mr, Robbins, it appeared, was a solicitor in the town.
Dr. Priestley secured his address from the matron, and
went to see him. He was a jovial elderly man, who
looked as if he was in the habit of doing himself well.
And when he learnt that Dr. Priestley was interested in
Henry Alcott, he proved quite ready to talk.
" Henry Alcott?" he exclaimed. " Yes, of course.
1 remember him well. Queer old boy he was, a regular
character. Regular old scamp in his way, too. Yon
know about that son of hts turning tip the other day?